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of the Governor, of my brother's friends, of the
shadows and voices of the strangers who passed my
room. I was lying on my filthy mattress and sobbed.

"On the second day I resolved tp go to the tea
house. If I had to commit suicide why shouldn't I
kill the Governor first. The thought appealed to me.
In that case I didn't cheat my brother's friends, I only
cheated the hangman.

" When I entered the tea house, the enormously fat
proprietor came towards me, salaaming and asking for
my desire. I tried to look superior but my stomach
flopped. I sank sweating on a stool They put tea and
rice wine in front of me. I detest rice wine. If I see
a drunkard, I feel bodily ill. In this tea house there
were almost only drunkards.

"Ten or twelve girls paraded in front of me.
None of them was more than twelve years of age;
their faces were round and covered- with make-up.
Their lips were scarlet, their brows well inked. Their
faces gave a pretty, white, artistic picture; and they
sang in agreeable voices verses of poets I loved. I
wanted to answer with a verse but my voice failed
me, cowardice strangled me.

" One of the girls I liked. She was the youngest
and twittered as a swallow. When she saw me staring
at her, she came near me, and took me by the hand.
Without will or mind I got up. She led me over
wooden stairs to the first floor, to her room. The fat
tea house owner shouted for money, I flang a few
silver coins down. He bowed. The girl dragged me
into her room.

" There was a couch on which she threw herself,
looking at me expectantly. Gold and silver bangles